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did not do some climbing in order to reduce his weight, he replied:
'Nein, mein Junge, my philosophy of life is that God intended man
to see die Bergen von unten, die Kirchen von aussen, und die
Wirtschaften von innen.'
Among the British visitors to Grindelwald there were not lacking
those who loved to make a parade of their piety before the foreigner.
On one occasion I heard two Scotch ministers loudly refuse, on
behalf of the party of excursionists they were leading, to pay the
usual small entertainment tax, because the hotel orchestra had
sacrilegiously played in the lounge on the * sabbath day,' thereby
disturbing their enjoyment of 'a quiet Christian holiday'!
It had been arranged that the last three months of my ' sabbatical
year' should be spent in Italy, where I hoped to continue my study
of the Italian language, work at the history of several of the ancient
City States, visit the galleries and the great Italian cities. Conse-
quently, early in September, I took a night train from Munich for
Venice, where I arrived the following afternoon. I was in a third-
class compartment, and my Austrian fellow-travellers were most
friendly and helpful. As soon as they entered they invariably
introduced themselves by asking: 'Wie weit fahren Sie?' They
were not really interested in my destination, but they wanted to
talk and offer whatever help they could to one who was so obviously
a foreigner. I never met more likeable and kindly people.
When I arrived in Venice the mosquitoes were even more
friendly and attentive than were the Austrian workmen. They
welcomed me with an embarrassing eagerness, as though they,had
long awaited my arrival. I had never been received anywhere
with such sustained enthusiasm. There were untold thousands
of them, and all of them were attending diligently to their gruesome
business. I cursed the day on which they had been born.
Venice had not so great a hold upon my imagination as Florence
and Rome, but I enjoyed my first days there in full measure. I
explored her watery streets, visited St. Mark's, the Lido, and the
galleries, designedly reserving my visit to the Doge's Palace until
the following Sunday, which would be a free day. Never was the
virtue of thrift so poorly rewarded; for when Sunday came I had
been removed from my lodgings on the Schiavoni to the Ospedale
Civile with an attack of enteritis, contracted, I fear, through con-
taminated water. My Italian was very limited, but the doctor
knew some German, and that had to serve. Medical science in
Italy has, I believe, a deservedly high reputation, and the doctor

